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between George and the child, and on the latter's part it had grown to be downright worship.
We have dwelt upon all these details at wearisome length, perhaps, but we feel sure that our readers will forgive us when they see of how much importance they are in the sequel.
Such was the family, less George, who, as we have seen, was absent when the Queen arrived, with whom, Mary's lot was cast. In an instant she fell from the very zenith of power to the condition of a captive, for she had no doubt, from the day after her arrival, that that was her standing as an inmate of Lochleven Castle. That morning Lady Lochleven waited upon her, and with embarrassment and spleen poorly disguised under a pretence of respectful indifference, requested Mary to go with her to inspect those portions of the fortress which were set aside for her use. She led her through three rooms, one of which was pointed out as her sleeping apartment, another as a parlor, and the third as a reception room; she then preceded the Queen down a spiral staircase which led to the great hall of the castle, and so across the hall into the garden. It was a small square plot of ground, made into a flower-garden, with an artificial fountain in the centre; there were also a few trees, the tops of which Mary saw above the high wall, when she arrived. The garden was entered through a low gateway, and there was a similar one in the opposite wall, which opened upon the lake. Like all the gates and doors of the castle, the keys of which never left the belt or the pillow of "William Douglas, it was guarded night and day by a sentinel. It formed her whole domain, who but yesterday had at her disposal the palaces, plains and mountains of a whole realm.
When Mary returned to her apartments she found